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'INSPIRATION." 



Perhaps no more ludicrous image can be presented 
to the eye or the mind, than that of some clod-hop- 
per (be the same male or female, and the place of 
residence country or city), infected with a fancy that 
he, she, or it is the possessor of heaven-born talent, 
and biting the top of a pen, or rolling a wall-eye to 
the ceiling, while waiting for those words that come 
so slowly and mean so little when they arrive ! And 
perhaps there is really no sublimer image than that of 
the possessor of true inspiration, in the same em- 
ployment, and likewise pausing, but not to wait for 
words — only looking up through the golden mists of 
fancy, to see more closely the shapes of beauty rolling 
there, and seeking meanwhile to assort and choose 



THE LOVE-LETTER.— After Meyer von Bremen. 

the best from that literal flood of pearls coming to 
the inspired out of the world unknown. Of this 
latter and nobler class, in every quality and detail, is 
the subject of the glorious picture, drawn on wood 
by John S. Davis, after Antigua (Jean Pierre Alex- 
andre, born at Orleans, France), and bearing the ap- 
propriate title of ''Inspiration." The beauty, and 
almost the power, of a young god, sits on the face of 
the writer ; and it is not much to hazard the assurance 
that what he writes will both ennoble and enrapture 
the world. Indeed, such effects could not well be 
missing, "in an effort from the pencil of Antigua, 
whose force and correct drawing are both well recog- 
nized, and who, in a large picture in the Luxembourg, 
of mother and children in a burning building, 
affrightedly waiting and hopelessly hoping for succor. 



is admitted to have taken rank among the very first of 
modern painters. ''Inspiration" will find many ad- 
mirers, and deserve them — subordinating the physical 
to the spiritual, but admirable in both, and altogether 
a work filling the sense of satisfaction. 



A LOVE-LETTER WIDELY READ. 



No artist of the present century has managed to 
creep closer to the European heart — the critical as 
well as the emotional — than Meyer von Bremen, the 
German painter, gems from whose hand, counting 
for much more than their weight in gold, enrich some 
of the best British and Continental galleries, and 
have been in a few instances brought to America by 
the enterprise of Schaus, Knoedler, and wealthy art- 
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lovers. Alike in conception, treatment and finish, 
this artist is admirable ; and we have the pleasure of 
conveying only a less degree of satisfaction than would 
be found in showing one of his fine originals, in 
giving, this month, his '^ Love-Letter, " copied with 
rare fidelity. Charmingly pretty girls, of the blonde 
and brunette type, are the two here presented ; and 
nothing can excel the ease and naturalness of their 
positions and action. Thoroughly pleased, and yet a 
tnfle disposed to play the coquette, is the blonde 
reader and owner of the precious epistle — with dain- 
tily molded hand, and budding lips that seem almost 
mvitmg a kiss, even on the paper ; but more than 
thoroughly pleased, and without any intention of 
concealing her pleasure, is the brunette friend thus 
admitted to the sweet confidence. A charming pic- 
t|ire, and one for which our readers will thank both 
the painter who has designed and painted with such 



THE PARDON. - After Leon Perrault. 

rare skill and feeling, and the artist who has intro- 
duced him to so many debarred sight of the original. 



THE PARDON. 



Seldom is a domestic story more sweetly or more 
touchingly told, than in the picture of the above name, 
from the original of the popular Continental artist, 
Leon Perrault. These are no lay-figures : the sad- 
eyed mother, with the mischief of happier hours yet 
half-breaking from under the closed lids ; the sweet 
daughter, who in some childish peccadillo believes 
that she has sinned almost beyond forgiveness, but 
is reassured by the loving pressure of the mother's 
hand, drawing her to the fond maternal breast ; and 
the baby, as yet too young for any of that mischief 
which is sure eventually to bring him into correspond- 
ing disgraces with corresponding loving forgiveness. 



A sweet group, altogether, appealing to every heart 
that has. ever known the pains and pleasures of loving 
and being loved — of sinning and being forgiven ! 



HEAR T-STAR VED. 



' She died of overwork." I answered, "Nay, 
Work that is wrought in happy heart-content, 
Kills seldom. I, who know her best, must say 
She died of real heart-hunger — what is meant 
When stones are given for bread. Her life's intent 
Seemed thwarted, and her warm, sweet nature, strung 
To finest harmonies, was hourly stung 
By silent disregard and cold neglect. 
It was not that her sky of life was fleckt 
With clouds — whose is not ? but one shadow lay, 
Dense, dark, immovable about her way : 
The froivning shndoiv of a face she loved. 
Feeding on husks, the sweeter grain denied. 
But thriving not, she pined away and died. 

— A7tfte F. Bradley. 



